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Summary 


Masks are donned, the server groans under the weight of approximately seven thousand 
chickens and the threat of conflict between two menaces, and everyone sighs silently to 
prepare for possibly the stupidest war in Hermitcraft history. 


Or, 


A certain chicken-faced protagonist contemplates plans and events. 


Notes 


"There are no winners in war, but there sure as hell are funny ass things that happen in war 
that people can laugh about during and after the fact." -Sun Tzu, probably 


did you actually think i was going to see those episodes and /not/ write a oneshot about it? 
be fr. it's my account and i will write as many fics as 1 want while waiting for monday so 
that i can continue working on Ashes 


At the top of the gently floating cluster of rocks that comprised Grian's base, a shadow wearing a 
chicken mask sat, silent in contemplation. 


The world crackled and popped underneath, the usually solid rock he was perched on flickering 


gently from time to time. In the air, a staggered breeze blew. In the distance (or was that just his 
imagination?), he could hear the infinite chatter and clicking and flapping of a thousand million 
chickens. 


Poultry Man was contemplating the famous question of the chicken and the egg. 


Now, realistically, he was just being dramatic about all of this. This was a Minecraft server. It was 
all in good fun, as things here always were. No actual harm had actually been done. 


Still, though, he did derive some small pleasure from knowing that the chaos he and HotgUy had 
caused was not in vain. 


He had time. Plenty of time. In fact, one could say that Poultry Man had plenty of time. This was 
his job, after all! He sat on top of places all dramatic and brooded and did silly things for a living. 
And really, this was just another silly thing. 


Still. There were a couple things he did best. 
Escalating was one of them. 
Okay. Serious face. 


Poultry man took a deep, long inhale, stretched his arms and wings, and flopped backwards onto 
the rock, nearly toppling backwards and falling onto the ground below. He huffed in annoyance. 


Thinking was hard. 


Okay. What was Doc doing right now? Doc was probably pacing around his base muttering 
incomprehensibilities and most likely cussing him out in German under his breath, thinking up 
deranged schematics and impossible but also somehow possible scatterbrained machines at the 
same time. Typical Doc. What he would do, probably, is create a machine so incredible, so 
insanely harebrained, that it would delete Grian's entire base in a second by unloading and 
reloading the chunk like thirty two times in a second or something and crashing the server. 


Scar... Scar, honestly, was probably tucked in very nice and cosy in his bed snoozing away with 
Jellie curled up at his side, dreaming happily of horses and architecture. As was his right. As was 
his right. 


What was Grian doing? 


Oh, who knows. Poultry Man didn't keep tabs on that guy. He could be hoarding sniffer eggs or 
wandering around his base or whatever Grian did. 


Anyways, back to Doc. Doc was probably at this very moment thinking up an incredibly elaborate 
complex and beautiful machine that would mess up Grian's base and everything he held dear SO 
bad. It would be huge and terrifying and be on the bleeding edge of innovation. Mojang would be 
talking about it for YEARS. 


It would be very hard to counter with intelligence, Poultry Man knew that already. He'd worked 
with the guy for over five years, after all! 


Thankfully, neither Grian nor Poultry Man were very intelligent. 


His plan was this: Doc was playing five dimensional chess, right? He was using every trick in the 
book to trip him up and bowl him over. Well, that was fine. He could play all he wanted. 


But you can't play chess if your board's on fire. 


(Poultry Man wasn't actually planning to set the Perimeter on fire. That was more of a Grian and 
Scar thing. He'd have to consult them first on that. This was more of a metaphorical, great move 
but I'm just going to completely ignore the trap you laid out for me and break the walls instead 
type of thing.) 


Poultry Man tossed an egg into the night sky, admiring the perfect curve it made as it sailed down 
onto the bridge. With a visible but not audible crack, a baby chicken emerged from its ruins, damp 
and confused and very, very lost. 


Here was his flint and steel, and the board was already set. 


With these birds, he would feather the flame that sparked a revolution and also revenge at the same 
time. Two goats with one kidney stone or however the saying went. 


He just needed to figure out how that was actually going to happen first. 
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